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 Roundelays ail we ſing with merry glee; 

| On the pleaſant downs where as our Hocks 

1 iz we ſee; 0 1 

S We feel no cares, we fear not fortune's frowns, 

Wehavenoenvy whi chſweetmirth confounds « 
How merrily, &c. 
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SY N THEN gay Bacchus fills my breaſt, 
All my cares are lull'd to reſt; ; 


Rich I ſeem as Lydia's king, 
Merry catch or ballad ſing. 3 
y Ivy wreaths my temples ſhade, ; 
Ivy that will never fade; 

Thus I fit in mind elate, 

Laughing at the farce of ſtate. 

v Some delight in fighting fields; 

Nobler tranſports Bacchus yields : : 

Fill the bow]—l ever ſaid, & 

0 1 is better to lie drunk. than dead. 3 
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